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THE DAY SHIFT
The small boy (so the story goes) had

greasy as the first was, even though the
water has been changed.

There will be several last things for the
three-quarters of the ALE.F. that is left,
just us there were for the ene-quarter that
is gone. 'T'he lasi day in France, for in-
siance. And the last glimpse of France
from the transport rail.

“} can’t very well tell you what it was
like 1o see the cosstline slipping away be-
hind me,” writes one of the lucky 25 per
cent. 1 can’t remember very well myself
—1 was in a daze for several hours after I
got. on the boat. But when I looked back,
and remembered that the greatest bit of
history in my life was going out of it, and
remenibered the good times I had had and
the bad times, and the mud, and third class
curs, and no class ears, and little boys that
bummed cigarelies, apd lilide girls that
bhummed chewing gum, and grown-ups that
ook it oul in sous, just as they did around
Sanp — here at home—well, I

exhausted all his all-day-suckers but one,
and was observing it thoughtfully when the
inquisitive old gentleman came along.

didn’t say anything, but I wished them all
good luck in my heart.  And if there hadn’t

“Why don’t you eat it¥” asked the in-
quisitive old gentleman.

“0h,” eaid the small boy, 1 get more
fun out of just thinking about eating it-—
and, anyhow, I tasted it and it’s sour”

The small boy was wise beyond his years,
and he algo had the advaniage of fore-
warning. N

Stating a generalization, always u bold ]
thing to do, realization seldom comes up to,
expectations. The firsi cigareite we smoke
after swearing off for two wecks doesn't
jusiify the amount of expectations we de-
voted to it. The first bicycle of our youth
was found to be a fallible instrument sub-
ject 1o punctures and other complaints.
The nectar of the gods iiself, if obtainable
at the leading cafés, would probably prove
to be a liquid which lefi a bad headache the
pext morning. And so—we look forward
to geiting home. What does it mean?

Family, kisses, handclasps and fears—a
bed with sheets, & bhathroom, beefsteak
(bome style), apple pie, stiff collars and
suspenders. And then—

Back to the old job, prebably. Or an-
other one like it. Eight o'clock to 125 1
o’clock to 5.

Tedions? Well, yes, it does pall afier a
Jyear of mud and marching, of dunger and
adventure, of enoties, exercise and open air.
And it may make a man a little restless.

The worst of it is thai a good many pro-
ple sce this restlessness. The alarmist, for
instance, sees it.

“Unrest!” he shouta.
satisfied I

“I’l fix it,” says the reformer. “We'll
sppoint & commitiee and get an appropria-
tion.” s

And he edds with astuteness: “It’s their
state of mind. We must prepare it for
their home-coming.”

It’s a state of mind, all right—a per-
fectly natural reaction (o a set of physical
circumstances. And a little dose of time
is about the only remedy for it.

“The boys aren’t

PUBLIC INFORMATION?

In an article which sets forth the elub-
orate and extraordinarily successful propu-
ganda work done by America for the un-

oing of the Germans, Brother George
Creel, recently resigned chairman of the
Committee on Public Information, feels
obliged to heighten its importance by in-
ducing the impression that it was no mili-
tary victory which the Allied Armies
achieved on November 11,

By way of a premise he says:

“On the day that the Germans signed the
armistice, accepting deiecat as overwhelming
88 their ambitions had been colossnl, they
had two million men under arms on ihe
Western front alone. 1'his army was well
equipped with supplies and munitions, and
behind il still sirelched line afier line al-
moat impregnable by reason of nalural
strength and military science. . . . Nothing
<& more apparent than that ¢ defensive war-
fars could have been waged for months,
toking a tremendous toll in Allied and
American lives.”

The italics are ours. The facts are Mr.
Creel’s. They will be resd with consider-
sble surprise and amusement by Marshal
Foch and members of the German High
Command, to whom they may come as news.

HOW LONG WAS IT?

There is a popular superstition in the
AEF. that the first comers to France have
been here some 22 months. There is an
even more popular superstition, held by all
single-stripers, that they have been here for
periods varying from six to nearly 12
mounths. Both are wrong. Every man in
the A.E.F. has been here for ages and ages.

Not in the strict arithmetic of the cal-| s

endar. Not in what he has suffered or
failed to suffer. Not in the pangs of home-
sickness that are asssiling him now harder
than they ever did before in sll his military
or pre-military life.
ot in any or all of these things, but in
the great things that have happened, the
earth-shaking that hes just ccased, the
period the A.E.F. has lived through is a
nillenninm. It can be read for exactly that
if one will look forward s thousand years
and picture to himself a contemporary 300-
page lxistmz of the world. How much of
it will be devoted to the period from 700
to 1100 A.D.? How much to the years
1815 to 18617 And how much to the tiny
spap. from 1914 to 19182
Four yeers, as the earth travels around
the sun. Buf are they not likely to get
rather more attention than the four years,
sy, from 1891 fo 18957

THE LEAVETAKING

There is always a touch of sadness, de-
elared sage Dr. uel Johngon, about do-
ing a thing for the last time. Only, he
alfi%ed, you have to be sure it is the last time.

There would@ be nothing noticeably sad,
for instance, in the last meal with a mess-
kit if demobilization came umexpectedly in
the middle of the affernoon. But if a man
knows beforchand that he is eating the last]
meal he will probably ever eat out of a
mesgkit, that foolish something called senti-
ment will bob up into his throat and all but
block the passage of the last army bean—

heen so many fellows around me T should
bave saluied. 1 looked at the others, and
I saw they felt the same way.”

STINGLESS

The old order changeth. Nothing is so
gond but what it can be improved upon.
Iiven the old Army standby hallads are not
safe from refinement, thongh ap to now
even the most soft-boiled of the AELF. had
never meniioned such a possibility.

For instance, on page 43 of the Y. M.
C.AJ8 recent publication, “Popular Songs

of the AR F.”—whith, by the way, con-
teins all the favorite O.D. lyries from
~Good Morning, Mr. Zip, Zip, Zip,” to

“God Save the King”-—there appears a se-
lection, ihe musie of which appears famil-
tar, atheit the words have a foreign ring:

Hall! Fil! the gang's all
What the dene

e,
what the deuce do

her
w do oo care,

‘re full of cherr,

detiee do we care, Bl

there might be room for reformation even
in “Home, Boys, Home” or “You’re in
the Army Now,” and more idols will be
~hattered,

But what the deuce do we care?

FREE FOR NOTHING

The recent decision {o restrict f{ree dis-
tribition by auxilinry socicties will correct
i pectling evil which has grown up in the
AF. Our canteen service-—-our general
source of supply of all necessities and ex-
tras which weren’t fortheuming  through
the supply sergeant and his twin in philan-
thropy, the mess sergeant—has not been so
satisfactory as it might have been in the
past. ‘This may have been gathered by any
casual listener to any one of several million
discussions on the subject in the last
eighteen months,

In these discussions two faclors were
nearly always mentioned—high prices and
the suggestion of an air of condescension
at some of the places where extras were
oblainable. The man who stoed in line 15
minuies waiting an opportunity to spend
half a day’s pay for two packs of cigarettes,
i cake of chocolate and a bar of soap feli
that he had a right to be indignent.  And
the fact that the next day someone came
around and said, “Here’s & pack of cigar-
ettes ‘with the compliments of the American
people, ” didn’t mitigate the grouch.

None of the million and a quarter sol-
diers will ever have anything but grateful
memories for those who passed out refresh-
ments to the men as they went into the line
and who waited with cigareiles and coffee
for the exhausted and the wounded as they
came out. And no buffeted casual who ever
sought s kindly paymaster over France will
forget the favors done for him.

But the fighting is over now. We're all
geiting paid with greater regularity, and
we're among the best paid soldiers in the
world (even if that isn’t saying much).
About all we can ask is & fair opportunity
to buy what we want at a fair price. Most
certainiy we are mot objects of charity.

LEST WE FORGET

Mrs. Gertrude Bostrom, of Santa Cruz,
Jalifornia, mother of an American killed in
battle, has received a letter from the Ger-
man soldier in whose armsa he died. Writ-
ten at Schaufenberg bei Achen or October
13, the letter said:

I wili communicate briefly the sad news that
your son, Walter, fell in battle on the 2nd of
Qctober, 1918. I myself gave him asalstance, but
he fell ‘asleep in my _amms and was buried by
German _comrades In Wenn Wade, near the vil
lage of Tonel, Northern France, Ir it is possible
for you to ahswer the lotter, even if it i not
n{xt!l after the war, It would give me sincere
pleasure,

With henrtfolt sympathy for your falien ason,
onclosing two letters and a photograph he Jeft,
rom

. Hawns Pzax.
Every once in a while something happens
which, to the great annoyance of statisti-
cians and propagandists, reminds us all that
the late war was a mighty clagh of peoples
which, unfortunately, involved human be-
ings.

THE POINT OF VIEW

The work of the Peace Conference will
‘be strong and good in proporiion as the
statesmen work not for their own litile hour,
but recognize, rather, that their most im-
portant constifuents are the generations—
the countless generations—yet unborn.

Back in the States, that entertaining dean
of American journalists, Henry Watterson,
of Louisville, has just been chosen presi-
dent of the new society to oppose the League
of Nations. At the same time, Marse Henry
is publishing on the side in The Saturday
Evening Post a series of articles entitled
“Looking Backward.”

Can this be a coincidence?

A. B.
A great American university had 6,257
of its sons in the Army. If is a noble
record. Here is their official iabulation:

Major general
grigadier genel

0lonel 4 .li.....
Licutenant colonel .....
Major .

Candidates
Non-cors, etc. ..vee..s

2,208

xt thing somebody will suggest that

| The Army’s Poets

ENDORSING AN APPEAL

In a Jetler to President Wilson, the Prince of
Bosnis anks the President to watch over the inter-
eats of Bosnis and Herzegovina., He desires only
the possession of his estate usurped by the Hups-
burgs. 1ie says that he is obliged to work in order
{0 ent.—~News Dispateh,
on! Thou judge of sll disputes

Within this world’s arena,

Take pity on a hungry prince
Who daily groweth lesner,
Iim who was Prince of Bosnia

And of Herzegovina.

Ere Bosnia becamo a pawn
In war’'s colozsal gambit

‘The Prince he had » cushy jobh.
Ar near as I can lamp it

And work {that low and menis! thing)e
He povor did & dambit.

But read his piteous story in
The Pariz Sew York Herald!
‘fhe houghty Hapsburg sits upon
The throne hia Sight imperiled:

The Hohenzollern gets an edpe
On beer the Bosnians barrelled!

Wilson! Give ear to this appest
And do not lightly flout it;
vell-fed workless job
And give this grand old scout it
And—I'm & casusl, too, &0 maks
It two while you're abenut it,
Morris G. Bishop, 1at Lt, Int

THE TELEGRAM

Acrogn the hunched and bundied sheafs of whils
That shift and mill and flow

in iuky fiatness through the clutiered room
There darts & yellow glows-

. dynamic square that waves and shirieks,
attentin, orderlies that rush,
Initinls, spindles, burning words and pinn—
Depnris, and leaves a vast and papered hush.
8 V. J

SICK OF IT?

Sirk of thho fecl of khaki.

Sk of my gun,

Sick of the eight of squads left and squads right—
Wa'ra never done.

Sirk of the whole bloomin' army—

Generals down.

Want to wullt west with my thumbs tn my vest.
Buck home in town

Want to go! bark to the girhe
Kisz her again.
Hang up my Hat in & neat little flal—
She ean siy when,
of the smell of billets
ek of the chow.
to gnit France and put on lang panisss
Want to go now

What's thatt  Mailt 1 got two letters!
Ginoze Tem, guick!

From wother and dad: **If you’re living we're glad.”"
Tell me to stick]

Avnother ex—-{rom girliel

What's

s e
for""

Gaess 1731 snsp out!

hout !
but i’z war. and you'rs worth waiting

Buek

ODE TO MY RED CROSS GIRL
Bt oian't because your savory pies
Are tie sweetest 1 ever had:
ft ixn’t bacause the ight in your eves
I the power of making me giad:
‘t hecause vour parlor of rest
fi melodious cheer;
isu’L hecsuse Your cals are the best
Of any we pet over here,
The resgon I'M see wou again and again— *
Though I'm not quite so sure it will plense—
Hut after cach menl, when I say *'Combieni®’
1a the way that you say, *Swoss on dees.’’
Howard A, Herty, Sgt. Maj., Inf,

“SMILER”

iDedicated to the memory of Lawrencs O, Yerges,
fighting ith the 2Gth Division, killed in metion in
Grioher, 1018.)
They ealled him *‘Smiler’” over thers,

And wo who knew him know
Just what his sunshine meant ta them

When days were black snd nights aglow
With bombs that Llew their works away

Aud men to bits, 1is smile was glad
In face of denth—n snateh of heaven

Out there in hell where men went mad,

“‘He lost his life,’” the peoplo say:
But we who knew him know
He gave hin life. his friends, bis work,
His hopes Inid by~—the first to go—
Tie gavo his all that we might be
A3 free to live and work and play
Ax in the days befors we knew
Why Christ ascended Osleary,

Where poppies grow his body lies,
Bot we who knew him know
Not guns of mon nor fangs of beasis
Can o'er destroy the living glow
Ot love his smile spread 'long the path
Of us, who walked s way with him
And bosked awhile in sunshine rare
And learned to smile, though evos wers dim.
Charme Beeds.

FRIEND STEVEDORE ON JAZZ
BANDS

This military music from n military band

Bure sets the home folks prancin’, and it gets sn
awful hang--

(AL Jenst it did befors I left the well-known U.H.A.
Aad things ke that, T e'pose, sin’t changed since I
got shipped avway);

But talk sbout your hrass bands goin’ nuts on soldier
tunes—

You ought to ace these psople hare on Sundsy after-

ons
Come fockin® from the country round, from church
and small caf§,
And when our Jazz Band hits the square, that mob
is here to atay!

T know beck home they makes a fuss and thinks it's
mighty finn

To ses a pile o’ soldiers coms »-hikin' down the line
With banda a-playin' martisl airs and fiags a-flyin®

roe
4And sl the ranks alinin’ straight as far ss they

But talk about your cheerin’ mobs and folks that
cata parades—

These people hers can trim onr folks and give *sem
cards and spades!

They ain’t been used to military music every day,
And when the Jazz Band hits the town they throw
their jobs away.

The same, T guess, holds good for ell, im peace time

or in war, .

This music stuff cac got a crowd that nothin' got

beforaw—

You've seen ‘em quiet wild strikera with a woll-

directed hoxet

Well, just soak & crowd in music: you cen lesd it

y the nose.

With the battle hymns it's fghtin', st the ballade it
wiil sigh,

A lively weltz will make it dance, a dirgs ¢an make

ry—

‘These people hore are Imst the same zs those we
laft back thers,

But they've had four years of fghtin’—and no Jsux
Band in the square.

¢ goos the zsme with nations as it doss with thoss
hors moba~——
You feeds ‘em pesaceful music and they sticks to
peaceful jobs.
But got the Jazx Band started on some bloody Hymo

of Hate,
Then Friend Nation gets to rompin’ round and busts
in someons's gate.
The Kairer was s man who loved them real disturbin®

tunes,
And now the gong that flocked around on Sunday
afternoons
Is wond'rin’® how they fell so kard for ‘“Watchin® on
the Rhine,'’

8
When they mighbt have had thelr Jazs Bands tunin’
up on ‘‘Aunld Lang Syne."* caos

POST CARDS
I maw 8 white thing sticking ont
©Of hiz breast pockes, It might be
Somsthing worth while, I thonght, and se
T took it. It was post cards, Lol
Ons of a woman, one s kid,
And one, himsalf, beside s ohalr

TETTITI R A
ottt aey

/A%

AFTER US, THE TOURISTS!

C. L& Ry ZBaletoidds

LAST OF THE M.P.s

OMEWHERE in France rests the last of
the 308th M.P.s. Long years ago, when
the world war was in progress, this fine body
of Military Police left the United Stales for
France. They did their duty faithfully and
well, and when the war was over and their
division went home, they were lefi behind,
due to some error in moving orders.
Their batialion number was changed a
couple of Limes, so that no one would be able
to find them. They continued to serve faith-
fully, until one after another passed away and
was burled by his comrades; at last, only
two of them remained; the one on his post
in front of the Bourse de Commerce and the
ﬁne on his beat around the Place de la Répub-
que.
One day in the year of 1969, a retired gen-
eril, while readMg a book about the world-
wide war, happened to think about the 308th
MP's, and, after a month of investigation,
discovered that the 308th M.P.'s had never
left France, Having great influence at the
Capitol, he finally obtained permission to send
a Seeret Service man to France and locate
the M.P.'s.
He searched for months and months in
every village in France, but could find no
trace of them until, at last, he landed in Le
Mans; leaving the station on a car bound for
the center, and getting off at the Place de la
République, stepping from the car, he saw a
sight that gladdened his heart.
Near the monument he saw two very aged
soldiers standing together; but they wore a
strange-looking uniform; on thelr heads were
battered campaign hats with a faded red rib-
bonr around the crowns., Their uniforms were
O.D., with wrapped leggins; the left sleeve of
the biouse had a double row of gold chevrons
from the cuff to the shoulder, and around the
arm was a blue brassard with the letters M.P.
in red. ¥ach wore & web belt and leather
holster in which was an old-fashioned Colt
automatic pistel. Under the right arm each
carried a sort of wooden club, well polished
from long use. Their halr and beards were
long and white, the beards reaching nearly to
their waists.
Golng up to the old veterans, the Secret
Service man said: *“Would you be so kind as
to inform me whether you are memhers of the
original 308th M.P.s or where I could find
them?” The old veterans stared at him for a
mowent and then sald, “No compree.”” Being
a good Secret Service agent and, therefore,
able to speak French, he asked the same ques-
tion in French. Both veterans answered in the
afiirmative. The agent then proceded to tell
them that be had been sent to France to find
them and take them home, as he had the sail-
ing orders and transportation for them,
‘The shock was too much for them, after
waiting patiently for so many years. When
it came {t was more than they could siand,
and, clasping each other in their arms, they
sank to the ground, unconscious, and never
recovered.
They were buried three days Iater with great
ceremony and all military honor. The citizens
of Le Mans erected a monument beside the one
of Chanzy in the Place de la République and
then went into mourning for a long time.
Thus ended the career of a noble body of
men who served their country faithfully, if not
gloriously. Some day you may go to heaven
and I would not be surprised if you found
them on guard at the pearly gates waiting to
look over your pass or credentials and stamp
them; algo to confiscate any extra cognac you
may have taken with you to cheer you on your
way and make a steep path easier to climb.
By ONE oF THEM.

TOUGH BUT TRUE

To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIES!
Will you please answer the following:

Is 2 man who came to France as 2 member
of 2 Regular Army division, saw action in two
campaligns with it, and was then transferred
to a classificat: depot, wh he was as-
signed to a detachment such as the one I am
in (and which does not sport any divisional
ia), entitled to wear the insignia of his

-In unitorm. The sort they take
Back hemo st.any county fair—
Take them shd print them while you walt,

Ko had a pleassnt amile, aind looked
Cloan; decent, just the dork you mest
Running a little cornar store,

Or earrying tools slong tho sireed,

T wish I hadn’t shot so qulck;

But I was pretly sore. You ses,

even while he cusses and remarks that the
1nst bucket of dichwater will probably be as

Discovered: A new name for a private,

He came close, yolling *‘Kamarad,’*
And then ke throw a bomb st me.
Ralpk Liuton, Col., 140tk P.A.

old division?
L. W,

"Junior Section,
Combat Officers’ Depot.

fA man wust be with his division to wear
its insignia. If he is with a special unit he
must wear insignia of that unit, If the unit
has no Insignia he is out of luck.—EpiToR.]

HEADLINES OF AYEAR AGG

¥rom THE STARS AXD STRIPES of
: March 28, 1918.

TAKE AS YOUR MASCOT A FRENCH
WAR ORPHAN — Every Company, or
Sven Smaller Unit, in AE.F. Has Chance
to Adopt and Maintoin ¥ty Own Walfe
Just Naie Your Choice—560 Francs Wil
Support Child for Yemr——Amerfcan Sol-
diers Can Play Godfather at Prodigions
Outlay of Four Cents s Month Through
Stars nod Stripes Plen.

MORTALLY HUARY, SERGEANT
HELPS WOUNDED MATES — Genernl
Perahing Cadies D.S.C. Man's Family
Personal Tribnie — French Glven New
C jor nnd Are ¥Mon-
ared for Gallant Shore in Amaerican Raild
-2 More Win Decoration—Medical Dew

R in

W
List of AE.F. Heroes.

RBALL GAME STAGED WITHIN HUN
RANGEw.Doughboys Play Full Nine In-
nings Despite Shrapnel Shower.

PIES AND DOUGHNUTS FOR MEN
UPr FRONT—Salvailon Army Provides
for More Than Spirftunl Comfort.

LIQUOR BATTLE HAS ALL SIDES IN
BAD TANGLE--New York Wets and
Drys & in C. el A

OH, WE'RE GENEROUS!

To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:

I read in your last issue what a hard time
you boys had getting your paper started and
putiing it on its feet finaneially, so I thought
you’d be glad to know that we fellows in the
AE.T, sure appreciate your cfforts in our
behalf. .

Take in the single matter of eandy, choco-
late, cigarettes, cigars and Jam, ete,, which
through the Q.M., the T.M.C.A,, and the Red
Cross, you furnish us every week in the col-
umns- of TEs Svaps axp Srteiess. For in-
stance, weck before last you gave us, if L
remember correctly, 4,500,000 pounds of candy
{mostly stick candy and lemon drops, because
soldiers seem to prefer that kind), 6,500,000
bars of chocolate, 60,500,000 cigarettes; and
1,560,000 pounds of jam, to say nothing of
cigars and chewing gum. Of this great tolal
for the whole A.E.F., my share for that week
may be obiained by using 2,600,000 (the ap-
proximaie number of members in the A.EF.)
as a divisien and allowing fractional parts of
& million, the 500,000's, say, to be distributed,
in addition, among the hard-working boys of
the S.0.8. and the R.T.O.

By simple arithmetie, then, you will see
that in one weeck alone I am indebied to Tue
Srars anp Simiees for two pound boxes of -
cgndy. three bars (5-cent size, of course) of

]

TRIER, GERMANY

T is snowing—just 4 few flakes to indicate
the whirling currents of air, but not enough
to blanket the ground. It is cold—the biting
kind that starts in at the tips of your ears
and goes in, Il is late—and after trying to
draw my head between my shoulders I bend
forward and hurry on. The hobnailed shoes
make g rhythmic sound on the pavement that
carries like & bell into the clear night. A few
people are still about, for life must go on, ne
matter what the circumstances.

On the left stands the Porta Nigra, massive
structure of stone, erected as one of its duter-
most ramparts by the ancient military empire
which at that time ruled the world, and has
now long since gone its way. An American
selider walks through the gate, 1 Frenchman
in the familiar poilu bBlue comes the other
way; they salute and pass. They are united
by a mutual determination that a similar em-
pire ghall not again dominate the earth, Their
meeting here is evidence of their success,

On the corner, more evidence, stands &
military policeman in khaki—shivering and
wondering if his relief will be on time. A
vouth, wearing a round cap without a visor,
slouches by, looking cold and hungry.

I cross a bridge under which the rapidly

flowing Moselle, as it has done for ages, is,

hurrying its waters down to the Rhine. In a
few minutes I pass the guard and enter the
Maximin Kaserne, where I am quartered—
where my own father may have once been
when he served his time under a spiked helmet.

Strange how fate places us on the checker-
board of life.

Hexry A, Ricren,
Cpl., Adv. GH.Q,

MOTHER’S OUTFIT

To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:

1 would thank you very much if you would
inform me through your paper if it iIs for-
biden for a mother to wear the insignia of
the Army of Occupation on her arm to show
that she has a son in the Army of Oceupation;
if it is not worn according to regulation,

. C 8

[Unless your father happens to be in the
War Department, there is no one in that
otherwise powerful institution- whe has any
business to pass on what your mother shall or
shall not wear.—Eprror.]

SOUNDS FAIR ENOUGH

To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:

If sny man in the A.EJF., having been
transferred or sent to a bospital at any time,
has never sent hig forwarding address to his
old organization, he would do well to do so at
once. It would heip him fo get his letters and

help us to get -rid of them.
e & 4ric Drvigzex Mam Cramx.

te, three } of cigarettes, and a
one-half-pound can of jam. -

. For some reason, since I have been over
here in France, I've had an awtul craving for
sweet stufl, but generally when I went into a
store t0 buy some, the only kind I could get
was that siaff the French call “chocolate
finish.” "1 like “Tme SrtARs Axp Srrrres
brand” fine; it's Jotzs better, although the
last I had tasted g little of printers’ ink. ¥
didn’t care so much for your lemon drops;
they were made extra sour to suit the dough-
boys’ taste, and I like mine sweet. To use a
French phrase, “toot sweet.” .

It's a peculiar thing, though; some fellow:
are never satisfied. One of the fellows in our
outfit complains that he didn’t get enough,
although he had as much stuff last weck as I
did. He thinks you ought to print tfhose fig-
ures about the issne of candy and cigaveties,
ete., to the ABF. in the samec column as the
pancake-baking contest, or else, if it wouldn't
stir up more boxing bouts beiween chaplains,
to change the name of your paper o the
Christian Science Weekly.

However, you know, some guys will crab,
no matter how much you do for them, espe-
cially it they see the men in the S.0.S., who
really deserve it, getting more than they do.
But I've got a better way, X think, of adjust-
ing this little difficulty than either of the
above. THx Srars Anp StripEs is at present
a weekly. Now, why not make it a bi-weekly? .
You_ could then run the figures on the
AB. s issue of candy, chocolate, cigareites,
cigars, jam, ete., twice a week instead of only
once. The regular issues of those little extras,
so unnecessary, but so dear to the members
of the AEF., would thus be doubled, and
everybody would be satisfied. Voila, Mes-
-sieurs!

R. R. Howr,
Cpl,, Co. ¥, 316th ¥ield Sig. Ba. .
THANKS, LOOT

To the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:

Before leaving France I want te say “Good-
bye and gcod Iuck” to THE Srars Axp STRIPES.

‘This seems only quite natural. Your lttle
paper is something human; something one can
shake hands with, slap on the back, borrow
?vc francs from and offer to buy the drinks
or. .
And, strangely enough, this comes from a

2xp Loor.

DEFENDU

Ta the Editor of THE STARS AND STRIPES:

Yesterday I saw a man wearing a divisional
insignia on hig sleeve and a small Army in.
signia on his overseas. Is this regulation?

InQuinee.
{Decidedly not. No man can serve two
masters.—EDpITor.]

MISDEAL

‘To the Editor of THE STARS AND STHIPES:

Speaking of doz—tggs poker, how’s my hand:

Corrmez, -



